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to escape another time. And 
number two, because we know 
something of the set-up there and 
- above all - they won’t be expect- 

“But will surprise be enough?” 
asked Jenna. “If we’re caught, the 
Federation will really he laughing. 
What chance of stopping them 

“Perhaps it’s all a trap anyway,” 
added Cally. 

“No.” Blake shook his head 
emphatically. “That’s just it, 
they’d never try and trap us with 
this one - they know we’d never 
bite.” 

“But that’s just what you are 
doing!” exclaimed Avon, critically. 
“Biting and hoping, bluff and 
double bluff. I don’t like it one bit!” 


But there was no sign of Blake 
relenting, and it was clear that he 
was in no mood to wait on their 
decisions. For Vila, enough in¬ 
centive (and this was usually a 

for anything. Yet once again he 
knew he, like the others, would 
end up following Blake on a 
potentially suicidal plan, and with 
no thought of personal gain. 

It was clearly a more than 
usually emotional decisionfor all of 
them, and Avon was giving Blake 
the evil eye across the Liberator’s 
flight deck. 

But when the others agreed to go, 
his resistance finally dropped, and 
with a shrug of the shoulders he 
conceded defeat. 


There was no need for anyone to 
say when the five minutes were up. 
Purely as a check, they’d asked Zen 
to indicate, and yet the four of them 
looked over at the computer 
fractionally before the timer began 
to flash. 

Cally threw a switch and the 
flashing stopped. They were all 
listening expectantly for a message 


“Blake. Can you he 

He might as well have been dead. 

“Looks like trouble,” grunted 
Avon. “Shall we go down ourselves, 
or bring Blake up? 

Vila was over by the teleport 
control. “We’ll have to go down,” 
he said, with a grimace. “I can’t 

They quickly agreed that Vila 
should go down to the exact spot 
where Blake had landed, while 
Avon and Cally would teleport 
down just outside the prison 
complex. 


Blake had materialised in 
exactly the right spot, outside cell 
38, just around the comer from 
the guards’ duty-room But there 
was no sign of Hammond. 

He couldn’t have missed him, 
not the size he was. They called 

because he always ate like a pig 
and had the figure to prove it. 

Blake had understood that 
Hammy would be there, along with 
this guy Purley, who was the key to 
the whole thing. He was a Federa¬ 
tion Officer, and apparently quite 































“Is everything alright?” asked 
Jenna, cutting the uneasy silence. 

Vila steeled himself. “Alright so 
far. Very quiet, in fact almost too 
quiet, but Fll keep you informed.” 

He looked around. It really did 
seem too quiet. Where were the 
guards? Where was Hammy? 
Where was Blake? And who was 
that figure he’d seen? 

Then, as he began to make his 
way up corridor D, he heard a noise 
as if someone were banging on the 
walls of a cell, some way off. He 
tried to gauge the distance, then 
hurried on. 

Meanwhile Cally and Avon £ 
found themselves within sight of c 
the main entrance, and conven- 1 
iently screened from view by the l 


wall of a small building used as a 
guards’ control-point when the 
automatic control was out of 
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However, a severe storm shortly after take-off 
caused radio interference, and a loss of communi¬ 
cation with the rocket for some twenty minutes. 

Before contact could be re-established, another 
unknown craft was picked up on the radar control. 
Your help is needed to identify this UFO. 

What you must do: 

Use your knowledge of space to solve the ten clues. 

The two answers you need - the name of the 
the craft and its place of origin - will be found 
located in the two panels of the spaceship, once 
you have filled in the other answers. 

From this information, you should be able to 
work out who is manning the ship. 

To check your solutions, it may be helpful to 
know that the thirty letters within the panels of the 
ship can be rearranged to give the following 
message: "NB. Baikonur Rocket Base lose flight." 


Your Clues: 


The Russian rocket was blown about, or 
-, by the storm. 


There are two bands of radiation around the earth, 

called---, after the scientist who 

discovered them in 1958. 


--, nicknamed Buzz, was Neil 

Armstrong's companion on the first moon walk. 

—— j s number one, of seven! 


The Russians have a huge-telescope 

on Mount Semirodniki. It has a mirror 6 metres 
in diameter, and is used to analyse the light from 
stars and galaxies. 


Spacecraft use the-velocity of one planet 

to help them on to the next, with a whiplash effect. 



A n -is a minor planet between Mars and 

Jupiter, perhaps the remains of a planet which 
broke up, or failed to form. 





































D eep in the silent blackness of 
interplanetary space, a s m a ll 
winged satellite was homing in on 
the rhythmic signal that would 
guide it back to earth, its mission 
completed. 

But inside the steel shell the 

up another, more persistent 
signal, and in reply the navigation 


“Get me a fix on the satellite’s 
course, Zen,” said Blake. “If we can 
get to that satellite before the 
Federation, those planets will have 
a much better chance against the 
Fed bully boys.” 

“SATELLITE IS A TYPE B60 
AND IS HEADING STRAIGHT 
FOR MEMORANTUS, CO¬ 
ORDINATES 23 9 40.” 

“Right, Jenna, set your course to 
intercept the satellite and hope 
that the Feds haven’t any long 
distance ships in this sector.” 

The Liberator made the jump 
into deep space and Jenna guided 
the ship until they were in the 
same orbit as the satellite. 

Suddenly Avon noticed that the 
satellite was moving out of orbit. 


Cally stared at the computer 

take in the decoded messages. She 
rubbed her eyes and yawned, 

yet another piece of useless 
information flashed across. Except 
that this was different. Jolted out of 
her langour, she called to Blake. 
“Look at this! What abit of luck.” 
Roj Blake looked at the screen. 
Since they had started tapping 
Federation communications they 
had had several scoops, but this 
one looked extra good. According 
to the readout, a Federation 
satellite which had been photo¬ 
graphing military installations on 
‘unco-operative’ planets had gone 
out of control and was heading for 



Anxiously he scanned the 
a with his powerful 


“What’s that?” said Avon 
suddenly, pointing to a rocky 


“I still say we should let them 
keep it,” gasped Avon as they ran. 
Dust caked his sweating face and 
he glared at Blake. 

Suddenly the black vehicle 
disappeared over the horizon, and 
as the two men approached they 
saw that the land dipped into a 
natural bowl. A complex of vast, 
domed buildings spread across the 
centre of the bowl and, as they 
watched, the dark figures unloaded 
the satellite and took it into one of 

/, Blake and Avon 

















‘ALIEN MATTER 
ATTACHED TO THE SHIP. 
CIRCUITS NO LONGER 
UNDER MY CONTROL.. 

Abruptly, Zen was silent and all 
his lights went out. The Liberator 

force activated the 
Jenna Stannis flung all the 

Meanwhile, in his control room, no good. The ship moved on 
R1 had noted the presence of the towards Memorantus and nothing 
two spaceships orbiting the planet, she could do would alter its course. 
He would deal with the larger one Vila rushed in. “What’s happen- 
first. ing? Is Blake in trouble?” 


The two black craft guided the 
Liberator down to the planet until 
it hovered over one of the domes. 
Slowly the centre of the dome slid 
open and the ship dropped down 

id Vila watched 
;ores of black 
robots scurried across the hangar. 

“Quickly! We must hide!” said 
Vila. With any luck they won’t 

“Huh!” said Gaily scornfully. “I 
prefer to fight it out - 
if necessary!” 

may have apoint, youknow. Ithink 
it’s worth a try.” 

But Cally was adamant. “I’m 
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MOON MAP. Nearside, showing moon landings 
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A scientist examining a large moon rock. The rock is sealed in an 
airtight cabinet to protect it from the oxygen and water in our 
atmosphere (both absent on the moon). 


Although there were, many 
different rocks in the Apollo 
samples, they were all igneous 
rocks that had solidified from a 
molten material (one turned into 
liquid by great heat) and it is still 
not clear quite how this came 

The rocks from the mare basins 
- the darker, lowland areas known 

identified as basalt lavas, similar 
to those found on the Earth, as a 
result of volcanic eruptions. 

However, the lunar samples 
showed complete lack of water, 
and only very small traces of the 
alkali elements. Sodium and 

This was also true of the older 
highland rocks, suggesting that 
the loss of these volatile materials 
happened all over the moon, very 


early in its history. 

Indeed, unless they were boiled 
off before the moon was formed, 
in whatever particles made up the 
moon, then a temperature of over 
2000°C must have existed at 
sometime. 

been hot enough somewhere at 
its interior, to have produced the 
basalt lava, estimated to have 
been formed 3.5 billion years ago. 

Most of the highland rock 
samples are between 4 and 4.2 
billion years old, although one 
crystalline rock returned by 
Apollo17 has been givenadefinite 
age of 4.6 billon years. 

the age of our solar system, it 
of the original lunar crust, and 


ments (REE) and phosphorous (P) 
they were named KREEP basalts. 

The KREEP material also 
affected thinking on the nature of 
the interior of the moon. It had 
seemed, from the effect on orbit¬ 
ing spacecraft, that there are 


mass) directly under some of the 



This suggested that the interior 
of the moon must have been rigid 
- and therefore cold - for some 
time, to be able to support these 

However the existence of the 
basalt lavas had meant the some¬ 
time existence of molten material, 
and this was supported by the 
Apollo 15 Heat Flow Experiment, 
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Calling all Cals 


Blake's CAL is CAL- 


A counting CAL is a CAL- 


A whorl of leaves CAL is the CAL- 


unfledged CAL is CAL- 


A hand writing CAL is CAL- 


































meal we need to know, we’ll get 
back to you then.” 

They moved through a wide 
lobby until they reached a door on 
the opposite side. A sign on the 
door said “MAIN STORE”. Blake 
reached out for the handle, but 
Vila quickly pulled him back. 

“Careful!” he said. “I think it’s 
rigged. Either an alarm or some 
sort of electric shock. Look!” 

He was pointing at a small box 
beside the door. He went over to it, 
and fiddled around until he found 
a way in. Then he began to examine 

“Can^o^n^ge i^yomSlf?” 
Cally asked. “Or do you need some 
help from Avon?” 


Vila considered. “No, I think it’s 
quite simple - just a question of 
finding the point of disconnection. 
A switch perhaps. Ah yes, here we 

He made the necessary adjust- 

“That’s it,” he said. “But I think 
I’d better be the one to try it, just 
in case. My gloves are insulated...” 

He turned the handle and 
pushed. Nothing happened. He 
tried again, but there was still 
nothing. 

“Locked?” said Blake. 

Vila nodded. 

Blake looked perplexed. “But 
there’s no keyhole. So how does it 


Vila shrugged his shoulders. 
“Let’s try one of these other 
doors instead,” suggested Cally, 

the left-hand side of the lobby. One 
was labelled WASH-ROOM, 
another DETOXIFICATION 
ROOM; the third was blank. 

“How about this one?” said 
Blake, pointing to the unlabelled 

^Treckon we should take one 
door each,” said Vila. 

“Alright,” agreed Blake, “every- 

Neither Cally nor Vila dis¬ 
covered anything out of the 
ordinary. The rooms seemed to 

eminently suitable for the rigor¬ 
ous washing and detoxifying pro¬ 
cedures needed in this sort of 
building. 

But Blake was mystified. “It 
seems this unlabelled room isn’t 

signs of it once having been a 
reception room. There’s a small 
panel of controls, with buttons and 
switches, like an old telephone 
switchboard, but nothing else in 
the room at all. Oh, except this...” 

He showed them a piece of 
paper which gave a detailed plan of 
the building. It was very old, and 
was dated 1994 of the old calendar. 
The room where he had found it 
wasn’t marked as anything, while 

would expect: SUBSTORE, 
PACKING ROOM, SUPERIN¬ 
TENDENT, FREEZER ROOM, 
REFRIGERATION ROOM, and 


So, with all this tb explore, was 
one locked door going to hold them 
back? And of course they had come 
here with a job to be done. 

They contacted Avon to see if 
he had any ideas about the cir¬ 
cuitry in the box. 

“Well, in theory it’s simple 
enough,” he said. “You’ll have to 
return that switch to its original 
position and find another switch 
that triggers the alarm rather than 
the lock.” 

Vila examined the box again. 

“It’s no use,” he replied at last. 











“I can’t find anything.” 

“Mmm, I thought as much. It’s 
probably invisible and worked by 
an electronic beam.” 

Blake. ^ ^ ^ ^ ^ 

“Well... there is another way.” 
He paused. 

“Well? Go on!” . 

“I don’t know. It’d be tricky, even 

‘Well, can you make it, with 
your leg?” 

^ “No, he cannot!” interrupted 

manage without,” said Blake. 
“What do we do?” 

“You’ll have to feed in a resist¬ 
ance that’s strong enough to cut off 
the alarm without affecting the 

sounds. It’ll have to be in exactly 
the right place and of just the right 
strength, or else you’ll either not 
effect the cut-off properly, or else 
cut out the other switch as well, 
so that the door won’t open at all.” 

“But how do we do it?” asked 
Cally. 

“You’ll need a special tool. I’ll 
send it down with Jenna, and she’ll 
explain.” 

Minutes later, Jenna material¬ 
ised in the lobby. She was holdin g 
a blue box with an attachment a 
bit like a half-open, blunt pair of 

illuminated dial and two control 
knobs on the box itself. 

Jenna showed the others how 
one of the knobs controlled the 
distance between the ‘blades’, 
while the other affected the 
strength of resistance. This was 
shown by a reading on the dial. 

She handed the Resistance 
Bracket to Vila, who carefully 
followed Avon’s instructions, step 
by step, until at last the operation 

“Just one final check,” said Avon. 
“You don’t want to short out the 
whole circuit, or there’ll be no way 

Finally he was satisfied, and Vila 
told Blake he could go ahead. This 
time, on turning the handle, the 
door responded to the slightest 
push, and Blake gingerly opened it 



and looked in. 

The large room was more or less 
as he’d expected. There was row 
upon row of bottles along one side, 
and larger containers both down 
the other side and along the 
middle. 

They entered the store room, 
and shut the door behind them. 
Now where were the chemicals 
they were after? They had no idea 
whether the substances in this 

the Federation used, or just the 
basic ingredients which had to be 
processed elsewhere. They would 
have to find out what the chemicals 
were, or else take samples of all of 1 
them 


Blake examined the labels, but 
they were no help. The bottles 
were identified merely by a com¬ 
bination of letters and numbers; 
the containers by a simple pattern 
resembling a computer print-out. 

By now Jenna had returned to 
the Liberator, but Cally and Vila 
followed Blake through the store 
to the room marked on the plan as 
the Substore. 

Perhaps we’ll have more luck 
there, thought Blake. 

The door was open wide, but 
they remained on the threshold 
looking in. This time there were no 
chemicals - instead there was a 
work-bench at each side of the 
small room. There was nothing on 
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them apart from racks of test- 
tubes, looking as if they’d not been 
recently used. On hooks along one 
wall hung a mixture of overalls and 
what looked like an updated 
version of the gas-mask. In one 
comer of the room stood a 
centrifuge; in another was a small 
cupboard. 

Blake shivered. With all the 
activity he’d almost forgotten the 
cold until now. Although actually it 
did seem colder here, as if they 
were being met by a colder front of 

Cally interrupted his thoughts. 
“Look at this on the door!” she 
said, pointing at some writing they 
had missed. “EXPERIMENTAL 
REACTIONS,” she read, “KEEP 
OUT. AUTHORISED PERSON¬ 
NEL ONLY.” 

Blake nodded. “Yes, it seems 
they once did more than just store 

despite what it says here.” 

As he indicated the word SUB¬ 
STORE on the plan, his eye 
caught sight of something else. 

“That’s interesting,” he said. 
“Can you see a door opposite this 
one? According to this plan, there 
should be an entrance over there - 


into the freezer room.” 

They crossed over between the 
benches, to get a better look. But 
there was definitely no door, 
simply a bare, blank wall. 

“Oh well, there must have been 
structural alterations since 1994. 
They probably decided they didn’t 
need a freezer room after all, and I 
can see why!” Blake shivered 
again. “Come on, let’s try and get 

He picked up a rack of test-tubes 
and went back into the store, and 
Cally followed. But as Vila was 
about to follow her, he stopped as 
his eye fell on the cupboard in the 

He went over and tried the 
handle, and it turned smoothly at 
his touch. He eased the doors open, 
with the skill of a master thief, 
wondering, again like those of the 
quick-fingered trade, whether 
there would be anything worth his 

But the cupboard was com¬ 
pletely bare. 

He felt around inside to make 
absolutely sure, then turned away. 
But as he did, he caught a slight 
movement out of the comer of his 
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Vila began to scrape away 
around the edge of the lid, using a 
flat piece of metal which had been 
lying around on the floor. The 
metal itself was covered with a thin 
layer of ice which made it slip 
through his fingers. 

He tried to get a firmer hold and, 

pushed with a chiselling action 
through the ring made by his other 
gloved fingers. But again the metal 
slithered and slid from one side to 
another, and only ended up chip¬ 
ping away the tiniest pieces of ice. 

Finally he tossed the implement 
away and took out his gun. The 
beam tore into the ice, leaving a 
melted trickling path. Vila fired 
again and again, until the last 
particles of ice broke away from the 
rim, and fell to the floor. 


as if it didn’t like being disturbed 
after all that time. Then suddenly 
it fell back with a bang. 

Vila’s face was white. The lid 


hadn’t just slipped - it had fallen 
as he threw up his arms in astonish- 

Just then, Blake appeared in the 

“How did you get in here ... and 
what on earth’s the matter?” he 
added, seeing Vila’s mouth hang¬ 
ing open. “Seen a ghost?” 

Vila didn’t answer. He just 
pointed to the ice-coveredbox. Then 
he slowly pulled the lid back up, 
and all three of them stood looking 

Blake broke the silence. 

“I wonder how long they’ve been 
there,” he said. “And who they are 

They were looking down at two 
frozen bodies, huddled together, 
face up and side by side. 

“Do we just leave them there?” 
asked Vila. 

“I think we may be able to un¬ 
freeze them,” said Cally. “Look 
here!” And she indicated a small 
control set into the box. A light 
was lit up against the word 


‘FREEZE’. It only needed a small 
adjustment to turn that off and 
light up instead the bulb marked 
‘THAW’. 

That done, they closed the lid 
and waited. 

The process took a long time, 
and though they would have liked 
to peek, it said quite clearly that 
the lid had to remain down until 

the green all-clear light came on. 
The lid could now be opened. But 
they didn’t rush forward and hurl 
it open - instead they stood and 
listened for some sign of life and, 
when nothing happened, they 
wondered if the figures Were alive 
after all. 

Blake slowly eased open the lid. 
The water had all been drained 
away immediately by a strong 
pump, and the air inside was warm. 

inhabitants of the box shielded 
their eyes against the light, and 
huddled together even closer 
against the cold. 

But slowly they became more 
accustomed to this intrusion into 
their cocoon by the forces of the 
outside world and as Blake pulled 
the lid fully open, they struggled 
to make out who he was and where 

It was like being reborn, except 
there was still the memory of 
before. They recognised the place, 

different. They did not recognise 
the face peering in at them. 

They began to remember more 
clearly. This was the Arctic 
Research Station, a cover for 
American scientists, like them¬ 
selves, working on important 
chemical reactions in the search 

weapons in the latest round of 
chemical warfare. 

It was 1994 - or at least it had 
been 1994. 

One ofthemrememberedhe was 
called Mitchell, but known as 
XP3. XP for Experimental Depart¬ 
ment, of course. He remembered 
the other as XP7, but couldn’t 
remember his name. In fact, he 
didn’t think the other had a name. 






The face above them began to 
ask themquestions. Why were they 
here? Were they for or against the 
Federation? How long had they 
been there? Did they know all the 
chemicals and whatthey were used 

Two more faces appeared. It was 
like being a fish in a goldfish bowl, 
the two scientists felt, being stared 


The two men seemed happy 
enough with this, so Blake told 
Jenna to teleport down and what 
she needed to bring. The chemists 
looked genuinely impressed as she 
materialised right in front of their 
eyes. And they couldn’t argue 
about the Calendar, either - there 
it all was in black and white. 


combine them all with this one,” - 
he pointed to a colourless liquid 
marked simply Y5 - “and end up 
with a totally harmless substance, 
which they could do nothing with. 
And the reaction is irreversible!” 

“Sounds ideal,” said Cally. “Well 
- what do you think, Blake?” 

“What are we waiting for, that’s 


merely confused them, sending 
their heads sw imming dazedly in 
all directions. 

But then, slowly and tentatively, 
although they didn’t really 
remember they had voices, then- 
answers, as they formed, came out 
as thoughts aloud: “We have been 
here since 1990 and it is now 1994, 
that’s four years. Who or what is 
the Federation, we do not know...” 

“And of course we know about 
chemicals. We are chemists.” 

“So you do know what they’re 
for?” asked Blake. 

“Yes, we know. They are for 

“At least things were more equal 
then, before the New Calendar,” 
said Blake. “Before the Federation 
became what they are now.” 

He told them all about the 
prisons, the chemicals and his and 
his companions’ escape. About 
their continuing battle with the 
Federation, their plan to sabotage 
the store, and of what they had 
found. Then he told them how 
important it was that they should 
help. 

“You could identify the chemi¬ 
cals for us, and tell us how they 
work. You could even help us 
sabotage the whole place.” 

“But how can we believe what 
you say?” said the one called 
Mitchell. “That you are who you 
say you are? That you are not 
anti-American agents working on 
the inside, and that it isn’t still 
1994. Show us something!” 

“Alright,” saidBlake, holding out 
his wrist. “See this? I can use it to 
talk to someone on our spaceship, 
the Liberator. I can ask Jenna, our 
pilot, to bring us down a history of 
the universe in this New Calendar. 
We found it in the ship when we 
borrowed it from the Federation 


told them a few stories about the 
Federation and the many rebel¬ 
lions that died a death, they were 
all too ready to help. 

Meanwhile their memories had 
been piecing together, and by now 
their chemical know-how was 

the chemicals X, Y and Z 

fied the reaction that led to the 
widely-used, mind-controlling 
drug, the Federation’s most power- 

“What now?” said Blake. 
Mitchell suggested rendering 
each chemical inactive by treat¬ 
ment with another, but XP7 didn’t 
agree. 

“No, no!” he exclaimed. “There’s 


The reaction was soon in full 
swing in the room with the test 
tubes, overalls and ‘gas-masks’. 
But suddenly Mitchell began 
coughing. Then so did XP7 - and 
Vila, who was watching the 
chemist taking the new mixture 
from the centrifuge with great 
curiosity. 

They all began to feel a certain 

“You forgot the by-product!” 
cried Mitchell, suddenly. “It must 
be a poisonous gas, at least in the 
cold. Stop the reaction, you fool!” 

But XP7 had seen the masks 
hanging against the wall. He 
dashed over and grabbed one, 
fastened it hurriedly, then threw 
the others masks as well. 





“Now let’s get it 


:ontrol,” 


he said. “It shouldn’t take long.” 

He began to try to stop the 
reaction, although of course there 
was no way of actually reversing it. 

Suddenly a bell rang. It went on 
ringing, like a fire or burglar alarm. 
Blake decided it must have 
been set off by an accumulation of 
the fumes, but he was more con¬ 
cerned with the possibility of their 
being detected. 

“Quick!” he urged. “It won’t take 
any guards long to locate us now.” 

XP7 was doing the best he could 
and Mitchell was helping. But still 
they were having trouble in 
stopping it. Although there were 
now less fumes being produced, 
they were still being given off. 

Cally swung round. She had 


heard a noise in the store. As she 
went to investigate, there was a 
blast of fire, which missed her by 
inches. She ran back into the room, 

began coughing and had to back 


. “And 

masks.” 

He’s right, thought Blake, we’re 
going to have to be ready to teleport 
up. In sabotaging the place, they 
had also made it a most dangerous 
place to be. 

The question was: could they 
just leave the two chemists behind 
- especially after all their help? 

“Almost done!” said Mitchell. 
‘Another couple of minutes, that’s 


all.” 


“Jenna - get back to the ship, 
and prepare for us to follow,” said 
' 3. “Cally - you go with her, 


they had hardly gone when 
sported more guards. They 
nee, then again. Then there 
was silence. There was no cough¬ 
ing, which meant they must have 
got some protection this time. 
They were probably advancing 
slowly through the store towards 

“How long?” said Blake. 

“Just about there ...” said XP7. 
‘Yes, that’s...” But his voice faded 
out as he collapsed, dropping to the 
"Dor. 

Mitchell bent down to see what 

“Oh, no,” he said, examining the 
mask. “He’shad a leak, a slow leak. 

stood up. “But at least he’s 
s the job.” 

ricocheted off the wall and just 
missed Blakg, r ^ell, we can’t hang 
iround,” he said, turning to 

_ “ probably 

:another bracelet. Do 
ithus?” 

splied the chemist. “Just 
leave me. I’m from another time. 
I’ll probably age quickly now I’m 
out of the ice, too. No, put me back 
in the freezer, that’s all I-ask.” 

“Very well,” agreed Blake. 

They rushed into the freezer 
room as Vila held the guards at bay 
with his own weapon. 

There wasn’t much time. Blake 
shut the lid on top of Mitchell, and 
switched over to ‘FREEZE’. Then 
he got straight onto Jenna: “Right, 
just the two of us. Quickly now!” 

And, as he and Vila dematerial- 
ised, a ray of fire passed right 
through the spot where Vila had 
been standing in the doorway. 

Back on the Liberator, it was 
lovely and warm. Avon hadn’t 
actually broken his leg - only 
strained it - and the sabotage had 
been successful. Yes, Blake could 
think of plenty to smile about. 

And for that, he really had two 

box, and a dead man, withno name. 



























































“TT7h at do you think of our 

VV chances, Blake?” said 
Cally, as the Liberator accelerated 
away from the green glow of the 
planet Mamon. 

The crew of the ship, under Roj 
Blake, had attempted to help the 

planet, but after an abortive attack 
on a Federation communication 
block, Blake had decided that 
unless he could provide them with 
a permanent leader the resistance 
fighters would soon be completely 
wiped out by the superior Federation 

At Cany’s suggestion, Blake had 
agreed to try and persuade Grai 
Bondor, a legendary resistance 
fighter who had until recently been 
the scourge of the Federation, to 
help the people of Mamon. Bondor 
had suddenly opted out of the fight 
for freedom and was now living the 
life of a hermit on Caliphor n, 
refusing to see anyone. Rumour 
had it that few people ever re- 


I’m not sure,” said Blake, after 
thinking about Cally’s question for 
a moment. “Apparently Bondor 

kLuSd hefsprotect^cTby a host 
of serviles who make sure that he 
doesn’t have any unwelcome 


“Just who, or what, are these so- 
called serviles?” asked Vila. 

“According to people who have 
made the trip to Caliphor II and 
survived, they are wraith-like 
beings with an unfortunate 
tendency to cling to intruders if 
they regard them as a threat, re¬ 
ducing them eventually to wraiths 

“They sound delightful,” said 
Avon. “Just what do they consider 
‘a threat’?” 

Blake hesitated. “They don’t 


Avon snorted scornfully. “Oh, I 
see,” he said. “We just tiptoe ' 
there, all meek and mild, wi 
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we should know about Caliphor II. 
Zen?” 


'CALIPHOR H. INHABITED 
BY SERVILES AND, MORE 
RECENTLY, BYGRAIBONDOR 
PLANET RICH IN MINERALS, 
BUT UNSTABLE AND THERE¬ 
FORE IMPOSSIBLE TO MINE. 
EARTHQUAKES AND VOL¬ 
CANOES FREQUENT, RE¬ 
LEASING POCKETS OF GAS 
WHICH PRODUCE HALLUCI¬ 
NATIONS WHEN INHALED.” 

“Right, I think that’s all we 
Blake stopped as Avon spoke to 

“Just a minute. What kind of 

“SILVER GOLD, AND SMALL 
AMOUNTS OF PLATINUM 
HAVE BEEN THROWN UP 


in Blake’s eyes. “Does this mean 
you’ll be coming with us after all?” 
he asked. 

“Only as far as the surface,” said 
Avon. “I intend to do a little pros¬ 
pecting while you go on your fool’s 

The party clipped on their trans¬ 
porter bracelets and Jenna set the 
controls in readiness. 

“I hope you’ve all left your 
weapons behind,” said Blake, as 
she pushed the levers. 

Seconds later they materialised 
on the surface of Caliphor II. A 
blue-grey mist swirled round their 
feet and as they walked they felt 
vague tremors in the earth. In the 
distance a volcano belched out 
clouds of purple smoke and the air 



“My way takes me over there,” 
said Avon, pointing to the fiery 
mountain. “Good luck with your 
deputation.” 

He set off towards the volcano, 
leaving Blake, Cally and Vila to 
find Grai Bondor’s hideout. “It 
should be round here somewhere, 
if our calculations were correct,” 
said Blake. 

“What’s that over there?” said 
Cally, suddenly. 

The landscape seemed to have 
gone out of focus, and the air was 
filled with a soft, mewing sound. 

“It’s the serviles,” whispered 
Blake. “Keep your voices down and 
don’t make any sudden move¬ 
ments. We must convince them 

The outlines of the three figures 
blurred as the wraiths drifted 
round them, mewing softly. It was 
like being swathed inicy gossamer, 
and Cally had to resist an impulse 
to brush them away like a clinging 

At last the serviles drifted away, 
satisfied that the intruders meant 
no harm. “Ugh!” said Cally, shud¬ 
dering. “Nasty, creepy things.” 

“Shh!” whispered Vila, looking 
anxiously over his shoulder. 
“They’ll hear you.” 

They walked on, aware that the 
vibrations under their feet were 
getting stronger. “Look out for any 
sudden cracks in the ground," 
warned Blake. 

But the strange mist hid their 
feet and swirled across the surface, 

ground. 

Suddenly there was an ear- 
splitting crash, and the earth beside 
them opened up in a great, jagged 
tear, releasing a cloud of green gas. 
Cally and Blake saw the danger in 

the crack, couldn’t move fast 
enough to avoid the gas. As he 
inhaled, he felt his body slowing 
down, as if he was moving in slow 

suddenly seemed a long, long way 

Brightly-coloured shapes twisted 
and spun before his eyes, but when 
he reached out to touch them they 
exploded, leaving black insects 


















that buzzed round his head and 
clung to his face. He tried to brush 
them away, but they grew bigger 
and bigger, dragging him down 
towards the ground. He could see 
a big hole in front of him, stretching 
down towards a fiery core. If he 
could just jump down there he 
could get rid of these awful creatures 
and be free.... 

Blake and Cally watched in 
horror as Vila walked towards the 
gaping crack in the earth’s surface. 
“Blake, stop him!” hissed Cally. 

Taking a deep breath, Blake 
plunged into the green cloud and 
grabbed Vila’s arm, just as he was 
about to walk over the edge of the 

“No, no!” screamed Vila, as 
Blake dragged him to safety. “I 

of them!” ^ 01 ™ ^ ^ 6166 

Too late, Blake remembered the 
serviles and their hatred of loud 
noises. Would they hear Vila’s 
screams? He clamped a hand over 


happened?” he said, 
rubbing his face where Blake had 
grabbed him. 

Before Blake could reply, the 
serviles reappeared, clustering 
round Vila until he looked like a 
man under water. He shouted for 
help but the wraiths mewed more 
loudly, drowning his cries. 

“What’s going on here?” said a 
deep, husky voice. It belonged to 
a tall, thick-set man with curly red 
hair and the scars of many battles 
on his freckled skin. 

‘"Youmust be GraiBondor,” said 
Blake, extending his hand. ‘We 
came here to see you, but my friend 
here had the misfortune to breathe 
in some of that green gas and as 
a result of his screams the serviles 
have surrounded him.” 

Bondor ignored Blake’s hand. 


“Maybe you should take the hint 
and leave,” he said bluntly. ‘There 
won’t be much left of your friend 
if you don’t go soon.” 

“But how can we free him?” said 
Cally. 

“Oh, that’s easy enough,” said 
Bondor. “Give me your assurance 
that you will leave me in peace 
and I’ll send the serviles away.” 

Blake lookedat Vila. Already the 
little man’s skin had a transparent 
look, and his eyes pleaded silently. 
Blake knew that he should accept 
the man’s offer, but he had to make 
one last try. 

Tm afraid I can’t do that,” he 
said, ignoring the look of horrified 
disbelief on Vila’s face. We 
wouldn’t have come here if it 
hadn’t been very important, and if 
you have any faith left in huma n 
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and your fight against the 
Federation. Very well. I’ll free your 


young men and women were throw¬ 
ing their lives away in brave but 
foolhardy attacks against the 
Federation. How they were 
doomed to failure and death with¬ 
out a leader to channel their 

Grai Bondor simply shrugged. 
“When I came here it was to leave 
that kind of violence behind,” he 
>ugh fighting, 
rest, i 

going to take it, right here/ 


“Don’t do me too many favours,” Bondor’s eyes flashed. “I have 

said Vila bitterly, rubbing his skin done more than my share of fight- 
in an effort to restore its colour, ing the Federation,” he said 
Bondor put the flute away. “I angrily. “More than you could 
think you’d better tell me why possibly know . . . and now I’m 
you’re here,” he said. bowing out.” He turned to face 

Blake told him about the resist- Blake. “Why don’t you do the job 
ance movement on Mamon. How yourself?” 
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the galaxy,” said Blake shortly, 
“and can’t simply neglect all the 
rest for one planet.” 

The two men stared at each 
other, each determined not to give 
in to the other. 

Meanwhile, Avon had also been 
subjected to the attentions of the 
serviles. They closed round him, 
filling the air with their soft cries, 
felt an uncomfortable chill 
in his bones as they clung to him. 

He tried to lift his arm to push 
them away but found that he 
couldn’t. It was as if some great 
weight was holding him down. 

But at last he was free. The 
serviles drifted away and he 
shivered as his body warmed up 
again. The ground was rumbling 
ominously beneath him, but his 
mind was on more important 
things and he ignored the vibra¬ 
tions. Every so often he had to jump 
across cracks where the earth had 
shifted, and each time he would 
peer through the mist that swirled 
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B lake’s head appeared at the 
door to the Flight Deck of the 
Liberator. “What’s up?” he asked. 
‘Why are we slowing down?” 

where she’d been going through 
the programme onFraxen, familiari¬ 
sing herself with their destination 
and learning about the Federation 
set-up on the planet as far as it 

She glanced at the control panel 
indicators, then looked up again. 
“You must be imagining it, Blake. 
We’ve been on automatic all the 
time and it’s still registering 
standard by five.” 

Blake switched on the scanner 
and studied the motion of the 
stars. “If that’s standard by five, 
then I’m a Moravian midget!” he 
said. “It’s more like standard by 

“STANDARD BY THREE - 
AND DROPPING,” confirmed 

FAILURE CAUSED BY MAL¬ 
FUNCTION.” 

“Auto-repair?” suggested Jenna, 
hopefully. 

“IMPOSSIBLE. NEW COM¬ 
PONENT REQUIRED IN 
ENERGY SUPPLY UNIT. AT 
PRESENT ENERGY CON¬ 
FINED TO ENERGY BANKS.” 

Blake frowned. “That cuts out 
the auxiliaries too. And the reserve 
drive. We’ll not manage to go far. 
Where are we near?” 

“SUFFICIENT POWER TO 
REACH ROROS. ATMOS¬ 
PHERE HAS OXYGEN LEVEL 
COMPARABLE WITH EARTH. 
FORTY PERCENT POSSI¬ 
BILITY OF SPACECRAFT 
WITH SUITABLE COM¬ 
PONENT.” 



“Set for Roros, Jenna. Shortest 
possible route.” 

As Jenna set the controls, Orac 
flashed into life. It was the red 
warning light. “ROROS OFTEN 
VISITED BY FEDERATION 
FORCES," said the computer. 
“ADVISE PROCEED WITH 
CAUTION.” 

But withpower draining rapidly, 
they were soon hardly proceeding 






at all, never mind with caution. 
Blake wondered how on earth they 
were going to reach Roros at this 
speed - and yet Zen had sounded 
very sure. 

He called the others up to the 
Flight Deck, and they began to 
formulate a plan. Suddenly there 

appeared to be a correspondingly 
slight increase in speed. 

Looking puzzled, Blake activated 
the scanner. They expected to see 
Roros, but instead all they saw was 
a reddish glow, as if everything was 
bathed in the light of a strong 
setting sun. 

The Liberator no longer seemed 

going faster than it should have 
been by then. Jenna guessed there 
was some sort of gravitational 
force pulling them in, and that Zen 
must have taken that into account 
in his calculations. 


Orac’s warning light began to 
flash again, even though on the full 
three sixty scan there was no sign 
of another ship, and nothing at all 
that looked dangerous. 

“What is it now, Orac?” asked 
Avon, grumpily. He wished he was 
in charge of the Liberator. He 
wouldn’t be sitting around if he 
were, he’d by trying to repair the 
malfunction. Nothing was im¬ 
possible - Blake just wasn’t in¬ 
terested in him having a try. 

Avon was startled from his 
thoughts by Orac’s reply. “RED 
ATMOSPHERE ON ROROS IS 
DANGEROUS,” warned the 
computer. “IF EXPOSED TO IT 
FOR MORE THAN VERY 
SHORT PERIODS IT AFFECTS 
BRAIN CELLS - FIRST 
ERASING MEMORY BANKS, 
THEN RESTRICTING OTHER 
FUNCTIONS.” 

“It’s the Federation and their 


chemicals, I bet,” predicted Vila. 
“Always mucking things up, they 

Blake had to admit it seemed 
quite likely. 

“I knew you should have let me 
at that malfunction,” said Avon, 
bitterly. ‘Well, it’s too late now, 

“It depends what Orac means by 
‘very short periods’...” 

“EFFECTS ARE IMMEDIATE, 
BUT ONLY BECOME DANGER¬ 
OUS AFTER SIX HOURS.” 

‘Well, that gives us a bit of time, 
doesn’t it?” said Cally, trying to 
be cheerful. “And really, with no 
power to pull us out of this gravity, 
we have no choice. We just have to 
hope we can find the part and get 
the job done on Roros, then get off 
again before the six hours are up.” 

too - except Avon, who still wanted 
to attempt the repair immediately. 
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